And haften your returne; no,no,my Lord, 
This milky gentlcnefic,and courfe of yours 
Though I condemne not,yet vndcr pardon 
Your arc much more at task for want of wifedome, 
Then prai'sd for harmefull mildnefie. 

Alb. How farrc your eies may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striuing to better, oft vve marre what's wclh 

Con. Nay then 

Alb. Well,well 3 the'uent. Exeunt 


TheTragedie offing Lear. 


Foil. She that's a Maid now,& laughs atm^P^ 
Shall not be a Maid long, ynlcffc things be ZtS^ 1 


JBusSecundus. ScenaTn 


'ma. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Lear, Kent gentleman^d Foole. 

Lew. Go you before to Chfier with thefc Letters; 
acquaint my Daughter no further -with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 
if your Dilligcncc be notfpeedy, I {hall be there afore 
you. 

Kent. I v«ill not fleepe 'my Lord, till I haue deliuered 
your Letter. Sitit. 

Toole. If a mans braines were in's hccles, wert not in 
danger of kybes ? 
Lear. I Boy. 

Fcole. Then I pry thee be merry, thy wit fhall not go 
fiip-fhod, 

Lear. Ha,ha>ha. 

Tool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind- 
ly, for though file's as like this, as a Crabbe's like an 
Apple,yct I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear, What can'ft tell Boy? 

Toole* She will taftc as like this as, a Crabbc do's to a 
Cr3b : thoucanft'tell why ones nofc ftands i'th'middle 
on's face ? 

Lear. No. 

Toole. Why to keepe ones eyes of either fide *s nofe. 
that what a man cannot fmcli out,he may fpy into, 

Lear* I did her wrong.. 
. : Foole. Canft tell how an Oyftcr makes hia fhell? 

Lear. No. 

Toole. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snailc ba's 
a houfe, 

Lear. Why? 

Foole. Why to put's head in,not to giucit away tohis 
daughters,and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Le*r. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father r Be 
my Horfles ready? 

Foole. Thy Affcs are gene about 'em; the reafon why 
the feocn Starrcs srre no mo then feucn a is a pretty reafon. 
Lear. Becauie they are not eight, 
Toole. Yes indecd^thou would'ftmake a good Foole. 
Lear. Totak't againe perforce; Monfterlngratitudc I 
Toole. If thou wert my Foole Nuncklc,ird haue thee 
' beaten for being old before thy time. 
Lear. How's that? 

Foole. Thou ftiouldft net haue bin old, till thou hadft 
bin wife. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen * 
i keepe me in teroper,I would not be mad. How now arc 
the Horfes ready i 

Cjent. Ready my Lord, 
Lear. Cor^eBoy. 



Enter Baftard^nd Curan 9 feueraHy 9 

Toft, SauethceCwvttf, 
Cur. And your Sir,I haue bin 
With your Fatherland giucn him notice 
That the Duke of CornwaHjnd T^gan hisDuch (T 
Will be here with him this night. 
Baft. How comes that ? 
Cur Nay I know not, you haue heard ofthc 06Wfsa 
broad,! meane the whifper'd ones, fortheyarc I 
car tiffing arguments*. Y tl »* 
Bafl. Notl: pray you what are they? 
Cur. Haue you heard of no likely Warres toward 
'Tvvixt the Dukes of Cornwall^nd Albany $ * 
*Bfift. Not a word. 
Cur. You may do then in time, 
Fare you well Sir. 

Ta&. The Duke be here to night f The better beft 
This weaues it felfc perforce into my bufineffe ' 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother * 
And I haue one thing of a queazie qucftion 
Which I muft a#,Briefeneffe,and Fortune worb, 

Enter Edgar. 
Brother, a word, difcendj Brother I fay y 
My Father watches: O Sir.fly this place, 
Intelligence is giuen where you are hid; 
You haue now the good aduantage of the night, 
Haue you not fpoken'gainft the Duke of Contend} 
Hec'i comming hither,now i'th' nigh t,i*ch' haftc 5 
And Regan with him,haue you nothing laid 
Vpon his partie'gainft the Duke oi Albany ? 
Aduifeyour fclfe. 

Edg. I am fure on t,not- a word. 
Baft. 1 heare my Father comming,pardon mc; 
Incunningjrmsft jrawmy Sword vpon you; 
Draw,fecme to defend your felfe, 
Nowq nc you well. 

Yeeld,corne before my Father,lighthoa,hcrc, 
FIyBrocbcr,TorchrsiTorches,fo tarcwell. 

Mxii Edgar* 

Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeauour. lhauc fecne drunkards 
Do more then this in fport; FathcrjFather, 
Stop 3 ftop,no helpc? 


Enter Glcfter, and Ser Hants with Torches. 

Cjk. Now RfoW^where's the villaine? 
7s*ft. Here ftood he in the darken lharpe Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmc*,coniuring the Moone 
To ftand aufpicious Miftris. 
Cj/o. But where is he/ 
Baft. Looke Sir,! bleed. 
Clo. Where is the villaine,£<i*w»^? 
Baft, Fled this way Str,wbcn by no meanes he could. 
Clo. Purfue him,ho.-go after. By no meancs,what? 
Baft. Pcrfmdcrnetotbe roarthcrofyourLordftop* 
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gut that I told him the rcucnging Gods/ 
'Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifoId,and ftrong aBond 
Xhe Child was bound to'ch' Father; Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofitc I flood 
To his vnnaturall purpofe,in fell motion 
With his prepared S word,hc charges home 
MyvnprouidedbodyjlatcrVd mine arm?; 
And when he fa w my beft alarum'd fpirits 
15 jj<i in the quarrels right,rouz'd to th*cncounter^ 
Otwhcthir gafted by the no.yfe I made, 
?M(o&z\fcly he fled. 

fjot in this LamRhall he remaine vncaught 

And found; difpatchjtjJKpble Duke my Maftes* 

My worthy Arch and $rWon comes to night, 

By his aurhorkie I will proclaime it, 

That he which finds him (hall deferue our thankea, 

Bringing the murderous Coward to the ftake : 

He that conccalcs him death. 

'Baft. When I diffwaded him from his intent., 
And found him pight to doe it,with curft fpcech 
JthrcateiVd to difcouerhim; he replied, 
Thou vnpofiefling Baflard,doft thou thinke, 
if I would ftand againft thee,would the repofaii 
Ofany truft^ertuejor worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd i No,what fliould I denie„ 
(As this I would, though thou didft produce 
My very Charaftcr) I'ld turnc it all 
To thy fuggeftion 5 plot,and damned pra£tife: 
And thou muft make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potentiall fpirits 
To make thee fecke it. Ticket within* 

Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villaine,' 
Would he deny his Lctter,faid he? 
Harke,thc Dukes Trump ets, I know not wher he come s; 
All Ports I le barre,the villaine (hall not fope, 
The Duke muS grant me that : befides,his picture 
I will fend farre and neere,that all the kingdome 
May haue due note of him,and of my land, 
(Loyall and naturall Boy) He worke the meanes 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Corner? all \Regan > and Attendants. 

Corn. How now my Noble friend,fincc I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,)I harfc he ard ftrangeneffe. 

Reg. If it be true ,a!l vengeance comes too (bore 
Which can purfue thoffender; how doft my Lord i 
Clo. O Madam,my old heart is crack'djit's craclrd. 
Keg. What,did my Fathers Godfonnc fceke your life? 
He whom my Father nam'd,your Edgart 
Glo. O Lady,Lady,fhame would haue it hid. 
^.Washenot companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended vpon my Father ? 
Glo I know not Madam, 'tis too bad,too bad. 
Baft. Yes Madam,hc was of that conform 
Keg. No maruaile then,though he were ill affected, 
'Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, 
Tohaueth'expenceand waft of his Reuenuei : 
I haue this prefene cuening from my Sifter 
Bcene well inform^ of them,and with fuch captions, 
That if they come to foiournc at roy houfe, 
lie not be there. 
Cor. Nor J,afTure thee Regan; 



Edmund,! heare that you haue ffiewne yout Father 
A Child-like Office. 

'Basl. It was my duty Sir. 

Clo. He did bewray his pra#ife,and rccciu'd 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Cor. Ishepurfued? 

Glo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. If he be taken,hc fliall neuer more 
Be fear'd of doing harme,mske y our o wne purpofe, 
Hew in my ftrcngth you pleafe: for you Edmund^ 
Whofe vcrtueand obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend it fclfc,you fhall be ours, 
Nature's of fuch deepe truft,w r e fhall much need : 
You we firft feize on. 

*£aft. I fhall ferue you Sir truely,how eucr elfe. 

Clo. For him I thankc your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why we came to vifit you ? 

Reg. Thus our of feafon,thredding darke ey'd nighty 
Occafions Noble Glefter of fome prize, 
Wherein we muft haue vfe of your aduife. 
Our Father he hath writ.fo hath our Sifter, 
Of differenceSjwhich I beft though it fit 
To anfwerefrom our home : the feuerall Mcflengers 
From hence attend difpatch,our gq^d old Friend, 
Lay comforts to your bofomc 7 and beftow 
Your ncedfull counfaile to our bufineffes. 
Which craues the inftant vfe. 

Clo t I ferue you Madam, 
Your Graces arc right welcome. Exeunt. Tleuri/b, 


Enter Kent. and Steward feueraUj. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend ; art of this houfe ? 
Kent. J. 

Stew. Where may we fet our horfes? 
Kent. TtlVmyrc. 

Stew. Prythee>if thou lou'ft me,tell me e 

Kent. I lone thee not. 

Ste. Why then I care not for thee.' 

Kent. If I had thee in £,^«r/ Pinfold,! would make 
thee care for me. 

Ste. Why do*ft thou vfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste. What do'ft thou knew me for ? 

Kent . AKnaue,a Rafcall, an eater of broken meates,a 
bafe, proud, (hallow, beggcrly, threc-fuitcd-hundred 
pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knaue,a Lilly-liuered, 
a6tion-taking,whorcfon glaffc-gazing fuper-feruiccablc 
finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inhcriting flaue, one that 
would'ftbea Baud in way of good feruice, and art no- 
thing but the compofition of a Knauc, Begger, Cowardj 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Hcireof a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, ifthoa 
dcny'ft the leaft filablc of thy addition. 

Stew. Why,whatamonftrous Fellow art thou a thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knownc of thee t nor 
knowesthee? 

Kent* Whatabraxen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me ? Is it two dayes finceltriptvp thy 
hecles^and beate thee before the King?Draw you rogue, 

for 


